CHAPTER   II
TJROM the old burying grounds. Park Street
JLturns down to the maidan that is spread be-
tween Chowringhee and the river; in flat spaces
of green it runs between borders of flowering
trees, from the Memorial with its domes and
Hying Victory rising into the air, to the grassed
hummocks of the Fort and the gates of Govern-
ment House.
Park Street is the border line. To the south the
streets draw away, wide and shaded between
garden houses, to Ballygunge and Alipore, before
they congest again to the Indian quarter, but to
the north they are an intricate web, threads of
lanes and alleys between the roaring central
streets where the traffic runs far into the night.
In those backstreets are hives of houses, lost
and forgotten from old Calcutta, and there, among
derelict rooms and gardens built over with shops
and garages and shoddy blocks of flats, live the
poor Anglo-Indian community. There are a few
houses, closed in their garden walls, clean and
cherished, where the family have lived for decades,
Armenians, Jews, or domiciled Anglo-Indians,
wealthy and proud; but for the most part the
houses that still stand intact on their ground have
fallen from their station and are let in flats and
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